FRENCH FANTASY
sweet we could not order cheese- Our host, a sophisticated con-
noisseur of wine and food, had apparently never yet eaten a medlar.
Surprised, I waited for his verdict. He thought nothing or less
than nothing of their mysterious attraction:
"And I usually like fruit," he complained; "raspberries, goose-
berries, nectarines—"
"But, my good man*'—(or I may have said "My good fellow")—
"you must not think of medlars as fruit*'
"They're not vegetable; they're not nuts; what are they,
then?"
I made an effort: "They mean the same as olives, only at the
end of a meal/*
Definition is the very devil, and how hard to explain the glamour
of a medlar if you yourself have grown up with it. Medlars,
mulberries, quinces, they should all three grow in the perfect
garden which one has never had. Medlars, walnuts and the bouquet
of wine; evening-clothes, damask and Royal Worcester and
cut-glass and crystal chandeliers . . . Never medlars alone, but in
complement to the bouquet of wine; their rough, husky flavour
serves to bring it out like a charm. But I was alone in my champion-
ship; the others still went on saying: " But what is it about them?**
So I quoted Rosalind and hoped for the best: "I'll graff it with
you, and then I shall graff it with a medlar: then it will be the
earliest fruit i* the country: for you*U be rotten e'er you be half
ripe, and that's the right virtue of the medlar."
When I came home after that dinner, I heard the news of the
French battleships at Toulon. Had we only known a couple of
hours sooner, there would have been no irony in toasting that
valiant hopeless gesture in the last bottle of Chablis le Pinet Blanc,
1929, It was a curious little counter-comment, that a bottle of
Chateauneuf du Pape, 1933, which had been, given to me on my
fiftieth birthday, had perished when I came to open it. Nor was
it corked; no reason why it should not have held up as well or
better than the Chablis le Pinet Blanc, except the unreasonable,
superstitious fancy that 1940 had been a bad year for France, and
June lyth a bad date for a gift from France.
And at my moment of remembering this, Tiger rang up.
Tiger had been my secretary for a good many years while I was
still in my old quarters at Albany; often we went to the South
of France together; and before that, she had lived at St. Maacimc
when she was secretary to Tennyson Jesse and H. M. HarwooA
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